



The Hiflorie of 

Triii. 0,my fweet beoffe, I rnuft lull be good angel to fh ec 
the money is paid backc againc. 

Fa/. 6, l do not like that payingbackc, t’is a double labour ' 

Trui. ] am good friends with my father. & may do any ^j n JJ 

Fa/. Rob me the Exchtqucrthc firft: thing thou doeft , an J 
doit with vn waff ’t hands too. 

Bar. Do, my Lord. 

Trm. 1 hauc procured thee .Iacke, a charge of foote. 

Fa/. I would it had beenc ofhorlc. Where fiiall 1 findeont 
that can ft cal e we!i?0,for a fine thiefe of the age of xxii.or there 
abouts j I am hainoufly vnprouided. Well, God bethankedfoi 
thefe rebels , they offend none but the vertuous ; I Jaude them I 
prayfethem. Prin. Bardoli. Tar. My Lord. ’ 

Pnn. Go, beare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

T o my brother John, this, to my Lord of Weftmerland.’ 

Goj Peto 3 to horfe,for thou and I 
Hauethirtie mrlcs to ride yet e’rc dinner time: 

Iacke, meete me to morrow in the temple hall 
At two a clockc in thcaftemoone. 

There (halt thou know thy charge, and there receiue 
Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy ftands on high, 

And either we’or they muft lower lie. 

^ re words, braue world. Hofteffe, my breakcfaft.come. 
Oh, 1 could with this Tauerne were my drum, Exeunt. 

Enter Hot]pur,JVorcefter } anclDcuo/tu. 

Hot. Well laid, my noble Scot, if fpeaking trueth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery. 

Such attribution ft) ould the Douglas haue, 

As not a louldier of thisfeafonsftampe. 

Should go fo generall currant through die world: 

By God, I cannot flatter, I defie 

The tongues of (bothers, but a braucr place 

.. n my hearts loue hath no man then vour lelfe: 

Nay, taskc me to my word, approue me. Lord, 

Douglas. T hou art the King of honour. 

No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 
but I will beard him. Enter one with letters. 


Jimy the fourth. 

Hot. Do fo, and t’is well ; What letters haft thou there ? I can 

butthankeyou. 

Me r Thefe letters come from yoiir father. 

• Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not himfelfe t 
Titef. He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous fickc. 

Hot. Zounds, how haz he the lcifure to be fickc 
In filch a iu filing time? who leads his power? 

Vnder whole gouernment come they along ? 

Mef. His letters beares his mind, not 1 his mind. 

War. I prcthee,tell me, doth hejecepe his bed? 

Ttief. He did, my Lord, foure daies e’rc I fet forth. 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much feard by his P hifir ions . 

Wor . I would the ftatc of time had firft bin whole, 
E’rehebyfickneshad binvifited : 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hot. Sicke now,droope now, this fickncs doth infeft 
The very life- bloud ofourenterprile, 

Tjscatchinghither,eucn to ourcampe: 

He writes me here, that inward fickncffc, 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not lo loone be dra wne,nor did he thinke it meete. 

To lay fo dangerous and dearea truft 
Onanylbulercmou’d,but on his owne, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement , 

That with our fmall conjunction, wc Ihould on, 

T o fee how foi tunc is difpos’d to vs: 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaule the King is certainely polleft 
Ofall our purpofes: what fay you to it? 

Wor. Your fathers fieknes is a mairne to VS. 

/lot. A perilous gafli, a very limme lopt off, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Secmes more, then we lhall find it : were it good, 
to fet the exaft wealth of all our dates, 

A 11 at one caff' to fet fo rich a maine, 
n the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre, 

« were not good, for therein Ihould we read® 

The 
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